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. THE REAL’ JACK LONDON BE

There He Was Free to Be at His Best, Says One

T By MAE LACY BACGGS.

HAD known Jack London in San
Francieco, I had visited the Lon-
don ranch houss at Banta Rosa,

never had 1 known the real Jack

until T saw him in Hawall.
. : I had scented In him some-
i1 Thing of the Wolf Larsen of "The Bea
"~ WRAL® cruel, relentless, tyrannical;
! semething of the breeder in his “Little
L Zatly of the Big House," cold, sclentific,
" Bmterialist; but In Hawall—« land

U~ and lovely—he was different, 1

B to think that I know It to be true
it this waa the real London, that thia

. Il had shown him his real seif.

"' IR waas our first morning In Hono-
' fulw, sarly in the new year of 1815, We
% Sl come out from the Moana Hotel at
(% S¥aikiki for an early morning plunge.

e
.

2 Bmew that the Londous had one of
Ahg edjacent Beasids Hotel cottages,
il et my dalight was great to find Mrs.
" Remdon already on the beach. Greet-
‘" + Inge were scarcely over when Mr. Lon-
i @e@ walked out of the water with his
" gurfboard under his arm,

’ “Aloha!"” was his first witd, intoned
# With the true Huwallan quaver. And
“them, “You had to come too?"

B referred, of course, to the well
known and strong impelling force that
+  Boemar or later reaches all lovers of the
rare and beautifu] and draws them to
Eawall, maybe for n month's stay,
maybs forever. Time and clrcum-
1 stamoe, not place, decides the length of

. stay. If it were just place Hawall

take in the whole world.
It was destined that I see much of

would have to spread iw shores and |

Who Knew Him and Mrs. London in

Their Tsland Days

‘| the Londons, both in Honolulu and on

the other mlands. Their cottage at
Walkikl Hench was not a stone throw
! from the nal (Hawallan for veranda)
of our beach hotel. Hour after hour,
while ralnbows played their elusive
tame, now back up through the Moana
Valley, now through sifting spray,
liquid sunshine, as the Hawailan has
it, of the dreamlike coral sea, a group
of congenlal apirita eat around a table
on the lanal and talked of strange
!aind.l. strange seas and stranger peo-
plea,

The Jack London of popular concep-
tlon had no relation to the man him-
welf. 10 a measure he was responaible
for this misunderstanding, He never
tried to cover up the facts of his Jowly
hirth, his early struggles for existence,
to say nothing of his strugkle for reec-
ognition as a writer, Instead his life
was one long attempt to convince the
worid through his pen that the condl-
tions which produced his pitiful begin-
ninga were all wrong.

His method was chiefly to show up
every man as a primitive, with primi-
tive passions—brutes. Now a brute,
an animal In other words, he would
nrgue, never strikes except in self-de-
fence; the corporation, organized capl-
tal, itself beyond the reach of a blow,
strikes deep and crushes the soul of
this primitive, which left to itsell
would not harm a flen.

But Mr. London did not always talk
on such deep, headaching toplcs. His
remarks, hin observations, his stories
were an light and as frothy ss the
spray that dashed over the coral reef
and broke on the shore at our feet,

He was at his best when telling
South Bea tales, sometimes of the
petty, mimic kingdoma set up by con-

(times of a hog of a trader, as he
dubbed the usual white man found at
out of the way ports of call

| were always subjected to his wife's

e

But we

revision of the stories he set out to
tell, yet alWays between them was
perfeot trust and understanding,

‘Lot me see, Juck,"” she would Inter-
pose, a merry twinkle dancing in her
eyoen, “Just—what—astory ls—that?"

Without auny show of resentmeont
ever, he would come back with a word
that would act as cue. As often as not,
looking the assembly over, Mra. Lon-
don would say:

“No, mate. Tell this one——" atart.
ing him off with a keynote,

One night he was particularly eager

when he sald:

“I do wish I knew all of you better—
for this |s a good story.”

It was plain Mr. London's contact

him Indifferent to social amenities, to
the small conventions that brand a
thing risque, taboo,

no parior upbringing and few parlor
manners did he acquire, He never got
over feeling self-conacious An the pres-
ence of some one born Inth a walk of
life commonly considered above his.
Never by a word did he recognise class,
but his manner betrayed instinctive
reverence for that elusive yet unmin-
takanble something known as “breed-
Ing."

His greeting always bore that
"Pleaned to meet you™ smile. Bome-
how his diMdence matched hin ap-
pearance, matched his shambling galt,
hin whock or unruly halr, his soft col-
Iared shirts, his loose belted, unpressed
trousers. For, as to looks, Mr. Lon-
don was not a lady's man, If we aceept
the model men writers place to our
eredit. But Mr, London wias a man's

quering Polyneslans on an atall, some- | man, therefore, a woman‘s man. More |

| than that he was a child's man.
IHlustrative of the latter tralt Is the
following incident:
On a ranch on Maul, the high Island,

HE TRI

.+ By DAVID A. CURTIS.
SR 1 ) NEVER knowed nobody what
» had mo’ of a gen'l idee o' what
. ‘mpo‘tance they Is to the game
. @ @raw poker 'n what Bud Hooker
@14," said 0ld man Greenlaw one day.
*“But even Bud Hooker fell down when
ik eeme to practicl application o' prin-
olples, like they Is & heap what does.
Itks they ‘s cn'sid'able sense In
the Good Book says "bout many
oalled an’' mighty few on 'em
the pot.”
bean nothing sald or done
\ man’'s saloon In Arkansas
] ng would naturally lead up to
- remarks. In % there hud been

i

3

trus, but no such
required for the enter-
talament of visitors, and thers was no
inducement to play poker when no
outaider's money was in sight.

The only thing to do, therefore, in
the only place in Arkansas City where
anything ever happened was to wait
e atrangers—uniess, an in this case,
old man Greenlaw started a conversa-

these five leading citizsens
Of the commugity were doing It.

T™e four others did not seem greatly
fmterested in what the old man said,
but as it was easier to sit still and
listen to him than it was to get up and
#° out doors they sat still and listened.

“Hud Hooker was what I call a
nachul bo'n poker player,” he con-
tiaued after he had bitten a clgar in
two, eaten one plece and lighted the
other, “He didn't had no gre't of a
edication Into the gume, bein' 's they
Wa'n't no reel experts In_Greenville
them days, but he—" ®

*Is this yer one o' them Greenville

o' yo'n?' asked Sam Pearsall,

pting the old man rudely. Mr.
Pearsll hod married a lady from
@reenville some years before and had
@& violent prejudice against the place,

“fiho' 18" replied the old man firmly.
*¥e' all can't ‘xpect fo' to have me
ehange the map o' Mississippl ‘long o
7o' liken an' dislikes.

“Bud Hooker was ho'n in Greenville
e’ lived an' died in Greenville, 'S fur
s I know he wa'n't never no place else
| "mesptin' o' two or three trips he done
Sook to New Orleans on ‘mpotant

lTong o' them cotton factors

Bavin' welched on wome o' the pay-

mentas what was due on his craps, 1

aln't & gwine to lie about I, even it

all is got a grutch agin' the town.
ville is good enough fo'—"

*“Meobbe mo,” growled I'mu?ull. Inter-
rupting him again. *1 don't see why
¥o all draws the line at lyin' about
Greanville, but anywuys 1 aln't fo'ced
to Usten” And he left the saloon.

“Beats all how gittin' married plays
Bell with a man's disposition,” said the
¢ld man efter he had gone, “but that
aln't got nothin' to do with Bud
Hooker's remarkable ‘xperience tryin'
to put mo' poke (nte the game o'
poker 'n what they is into It nachul"”

Because sitting still required less ex-
rtien than glulﬂ.ng awiny his other
h‘l’fﬂ sat still, but they =howed no
Reem' Interest in lstening, though Jake
Wintarbottom did suy as If with some
wonder, *'Pears like he must ‘s’ been
tacklin' o'nsid'able of an undertakin'.
They 18 a heap o' poke into the game
anyways ‘thouten makin' a oMo't to
‘mprove onto it. ‘Pears like he wae
right ambitious," ‘

“8ho' was,” nald the old man. *I
reckop if he'd 'a’ had mo' d'scretion
he mought ‘a’ mude hisself famous
"taad o gittin' cut down into the prime

Itfe with fo' bullets in his haid,

three or fo' others what was
meant well hut went astray 'm bein’
too hasty fo' to nim stralght”

“Must ‘a’ been right smart of a
fookun,” ohserved Joe Hassett as if
Beginning to feel some Interest in the

“Sho' was" mald the old man, *I
@ever meen mo’ enthusin'm showed into
& shootin' strape 'n they waux into that
. I reckon mebbe they'd 'a’ been
o’ dld 'n they was on'y ' It bein'
Sunduy night, They was quite sev'ral

) & the crowd what wus chu'ch Ineme-

\*

ED TO PUT MORE POKE
' IN THE GAME OF POKER|

| bers an' had stop in on the way
home 'm the Methollist meetin® to see
what was diddin’,
fash'nable to pack a gun In chu'ch
them days, an’ they wa'n't heeled fo' a
festivity,

“S8ome on 'em was bitter about It

time on. They took the ground what
it was all right enough fo' to go to
chu'ch when they wa'n't nothin’ else to
be did. but It didn't ought fo' to be
‘lowed to Interfere with nothin' ‘m-
po'tant like manifeatin' disapprov’l o'
pervertin' the principles o' poker like
Bud Hooker was doin' when he met up
with retribution.”

“What waa it he done?" sald Jim
Blaisdell impatiently. “Must ‘a' been
somépin’ o'nsid'able outen the way."

“Sho' waa,"” sald the old man, *It
kyind o' goes ag'in the grain to speak
disparagous c'neernin’ o man what's
done pald the pendlety fo' his mis=
deeds, but they wa'n't no question but
what Hud Hooker done went a step
too far. As I done sald afo', he ‘peared
to be a nachul bo'n player, but unedi-
cated, an' bein' mo' 'r less reckless he
wWas al'ays tryin’Jxperimenta,

“He done come nigh bein’ shot one't
or twic't afo' that, 'long o' tryin' to
interjuce big dogs an' little dogn an'
lallapaloosers in the reg'lar gume what
was played mostly every night up to
the tavern whar I waa tendin' bar afo'
I bought out the place, an' &l 't saved
him was him provin' by Cap'n Scho-
fleld, what was ¢'nsid'able of a travel-
ler an' had been ‘s fur no'th as Mem-
phis, what they was players in some
places what called ‘em reg’lar an' ook
pots with ‘em,

“The sentiments o' the o'munily was
ag'in him, though, an' they wouldn't

him, nor they wouldn’t let him take no
pot on 'em when he showed ‘em down,
#0 he done quit tryin' of ‘em evenchal
an' played along reg'lar fo' ¢'nsld'able
while.

“He come nigh ralsin’ a riot, though,
one night a'ter he'd came homes fr'm
one o' them New Orlearns trips what 1
done spoke of. They wasa a tol'able
atiff game goin' on when ha done come
In an' took a hand.

"Everything went amooth fo' a apell,
an' then he ‘peared to git some 'xcited
over o pat hand ang nigh 'bout het his
haid off afo' an® a'ter the draw, Dea-
con Pettlgrew had three aces an' mo'
'r loss confidence, though, an' fAnally
he called.

“Then Bud Hooker he showed down
A deuce, fo', seven, nine an' queen o
various suits an’ reached fo' tha pot,
but the Deacon pulled a gun an' says,

THE

NONE but the millionaire

Oh! huppy
death

A gentleman in Iowa
Who learned to love the |

Became experimental.

yum yumi

"Twa'n't ¢'nuidered |

an' glve up goln' to chu'ch fm that |

nobody else bet on them hands on'y,

In this benighted war age,
For modern manna does not fall—
It mellows in cold storage.

Against the cost of living—
But Turkey rose
To meet his blows—
And 'twas a rare Thanksgiving.

Was so intrigued by hope that he

"Back up' What kyind of a hand does
| ¥0' all reckon yo' has™
“An' Bud Hooker he says, ‘That's n
| knngaroo, Jumps on even like. Beats
threes If It's diffrent sults, an' beats
| fo's if It's & Aush'
' “But the Deacon mays, ‘Mebbe |t does
In some furrin parts, 1 hain't never
been outen the State my own self, but
they ain't nobody gwine to Interjuce
no kangaroos In the game in Missis-
sippl, not ‘thouten It's did over my
dadd body, th' aln't. An' beln' ‘s he'd
drawed first, he c'lected the pot.
“'Most everybody has n weak spot
some'res. an' Bud Hooker's weakness
was In underratin’ th' impo‘tance of a
gun inte a ‘mergency. "Peared like he
didn’t never git hisn goin' till ‘twas too
late, Otherwise he was a good plaver.

wie A blg handicap to him an’ was the
‘casion of his final downfall, like I'm
gEwine to "xpialn.'

*I reckon they aln't no call” sald
Jim Blaisdell, assuming a critical air,
“fo' nobody to do no 'xplainin’, ‘Pears
like & man ke him lved a heap longer
'n he'd ought fo' to, If the Deacon left
him go a'ter a play lke that, 'Pears
like he was c'nald’uble of a fool, even If

he done.™
“Sho' was” sald the old man.
al'ays c'naldered what they wa'n't no

thataway onte a kangaroo. 1's done
had a heap o' *xper'rence Into the game
my own self, an’ I haln't never met up
with nobody but hlm. what knowed
what they wan no such hand ns a
kangaroo, much less fo' to put up real
money onto It."

“No, nor they wa'n't nobady never
heer'd o' no sich hand, on'y him.” said
| Blaisdell with deep disgust. 1 reckon

he wmust 'w’ been drfink when he
dremp' 16"

"Bho' wan" agreed the old man, "bhut
that was all of a piece wirh what he
war & doin' ‘of continyal. ‘Penra lke
he done spent his ‘ntire life tryin' to
put mo' poke Into the game, like 1
done sald afo’,

“S8ome things what he dono wan
'riginal Into hix own hald, like that
thar kangaroo ‘peared to be, but they

one times what Sam Pettingill seen him
denl a eyard offen the bottom o' the
deck, an' Sam pulled his gun. They
was al'ays somebody pullin’ & gun on
him. ‘'Peared like It was plumb m'rac’-
lous what he wa'n't shot up afo' he
was, but he was al'ays ready with n
| argyment, even If he was slow about
pullin’ his own gun,

I “Mo' 'n likely S8am Pettinglil'd a freq

W

may live He took the

That all the

entil

to go beyond his wife's rullng and,
looking us over, his eyes rested on me, |

with a jife that had few frills had made |

! You must know that Mr. London had |

he done played ‘s well s yo' all claims |
“11

question o' that, a’'ter he done bet out |

wus others what 'd been tried afo' like |
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Islands  away, 5
mensured in the Hawallan srchipelagn, | svife, Charminn, he always called her,
where the Londons had gone when the | |t hurts me to talk, stow that he is

weome

as  distance Ia Of Jack London's relation with his

too hot for | gone, Always she was his “mate.”

croative work In Honolulu, Mr, Lon- | They were constantly together—more
don had taken n marked inlerest atso in Hawall than elsewhere, for his
onoe In the little daughters of his host, | interests on the ranch or his big hold-
Louls von Temsky. The first night | jngs down in the Immperial Valley of
after dinner we were sitting on the ! gouthern California called him far

Inrge lanal overlooking a walley that | gneld.

In Hawall It was different,

reached down to the wem, One of the | fiven while hér husband was writing
children, a little girl of 9, encouraged | his thousand words a day, his bit" he
by the friendly smile in M¥. London's | palled It, she wan always hovering
eyen, sidied up to the writer and sald | near, ready at a word to do his bidding.

shyly

Mr. London's Japancee secrelary,

“Mr. London, we,” Indleating her als- | who typed his “stuff"—Mr. London al-

| ter of 12, who took herself serjously as
An artist and liked to be read to in her
garret studio while 0 employed, “we
| have been rending one of your hooks.'

ways wrote in long hand—on a amall
sluminum typewriter, married a pretly
little Japanese maiden while in Hono-
| luly. The Londons' treatment of the

In a manner not quite sure of him- | sajr was beautiful to see. They ac-

#elf and xhy ax the child’s he replied:

“Have yvou? Which one?

corded thgm all the forms and cere-
| monles of Yhe Nipponese In addition to

“'The Valley of the Moon,'” replled  smorican ways.

the little mirl

“How far have you read? Mr, Lon- | {on Islands when on his projected’
don was ns hesitant as the little bread ' o rld tour with the Snark.
and butter girl herself,

With a choke In her throat from
holding a conversaticnn with the book's
| author, the big man himself, she looked
helplessly st her sister.

Oih, sister, where were we reading
yvesterday—when we got so sleepy ™
the nlr was tense;
then Mro. London, who ix graciousness
{taelf, broke the spell with a ringineg

For a moment

lauih

| Mr. London first visited the Hawal-
Unfor-
- | nitely, for o while at least, the people
of Hawall felt mther unkind toward
| the writer because of the writeup he
gave the leper culony
Luter, however, they recognized that

and provocative of good results, and
no man has ever set foot on those
most hospltable shores who has re-
eoived, in the years since, such »
warm, weot welcome a8 that accorded
Jaek London,

even If he wax some orratic, but that | jmmegit that piiclar time on'y B

e
him

L

| they Lein® o tollable g pot on
| tuble with three orF o' i, an
Fhavin' o steadght Nash o draw
|p’rt'rh-«'l fo' to play the hand out afo'
| shootin®,
| “That give time o' Bud Hooliop to
put up & srgyment, Bke | said an’ We
cladme whnt he has a right f«' ta deal
any way he damn well pters, bein® s
he's the dealer, Lut HSam
‘Tjects an’ has the drop onio him, Tell
take back the evard what he dons give
out C'm the bottom an’ glve him one
L offen the top
“Well, Bam takes it an® Jooks at it
lan® findin® what 1t was the cvand he
winted fo! to fill his steoght fash, he
leta it go at that, rut} n o ghoot™
| ™This yer llooker pwrson

to,

s long

ears to

boen ¢'nsiduble Tacky fof o man 't
played s wide apen as he ‘s to
| have said Joe Dassert thoughtfolly

"Life
penred o e one
other fr'm whnt
Tow s

cRhn’ wius” salid the old man
Mo hee o Jivedd it
narrer "schpee a'ter o
Wit comin’ to him rightoal
the Iu=t, though, ‘peared ke
changed an’ thie end came suddint
“They was eredit due to him, though
fo! hie p'sistent effo'ls ta it ma' poke
in the gume, they wa'n't
nothin® ‘riginnl ‘bont eliimin® the priv's
Hege o doplin® anyway he seen 1t when
[ he hud the deal reg'lar.  That's heen
L i mfe’, but he was al'sys tryin' some-
pin’ tow'ds cyarryin’' out the first prin-
ciples o' the game, what ain't nothin'
Imo' 'r loss ‘n to gt the other man's
| money i
“That's right enoush,” sald Dinisden
“hut ‘pears like he wies some reo
t They s things what
thonten a man's ready to shoot tiret
‘Cordin® to what yo' all says. he ‘poars
to been fgn‘ant o that ptic'lar princis
ple
“Sho'

ek

A

hlpus

can’t le il

wis," snld the old man

mattress from his cot

And ate it on a Sunday—
The meal was done
At half past 1—

The funeral was on Monday:.

The Kaiser says—and who shall doubt
What Wilhelm hath reported? —

Belgian citizens

Rejoice to be deported,

They love to go to Germany

And toil for modest wages—
Their joyous plight
Should cast a light -

On Prussia’s darkest pages.

My Lady Harriman hath found
Her jewel

8, 80 "tis rumored ;

| The Mexican commission thought

Carranza

gshould be humored.

¥ e e T

apr

B

d o opened thait fackpat in the Inst

me e plaved, havin® his gun reans
for he done i, he moughit o gol away
with it but no. He wis that eager he
i thouten plenutions

"Iane what " demoded Jinke Win-
terbotiom nervously “No' ool ‘pears
to e a hellova while gittin® 1o th' end
0 1hin yer story, '

s

1 done sod what hie done replied
W man with great dignity e
e apened 3 fmokpot, A that was
the last game e plisaed into, Thes
colidn’t nelwdy say 1 o planer, an’
th' end o the story come dioweeon
itk pter he dan ) Ty
Well, £l ain't 1 i nal “hout
nin' n jJackpot, 8 nelind Joe
Irasectte who was also showing #lgis of
Bapditleng
YNot IF ovor has op'ners, thes ain’™
sald the old mon, “bat ‘jeoars Dmowling
wiw silil Inter on what! Boad Hoeokes
done got n notion what jit Jd muk ]l

pame o’ int'restin” §f
talie m o ehanst o 008N
e dome spokie about it o one o
nejghbaors afo'hawl, savin' If a
wits o draw two eyvards
tens, f9° "somple, e monghit git one or
two mo' an’ it away with 1t *Mears
cowds witrned o the danger, but no
Ly the (dee was all right,
foviin® he'd have the ek to fL it

0ot Wi o
ST IO LT T

s
nin
to & padr o

thig p'tic'lar tme luck was ag'in him
e didn't badd on's two tens, an' he
disin®t hetter dn the deaw, =0 Just

naehinlly they soen whnt he done when
It comet o the showilown
Mehbe He monght "o got away with

1t ar thnt. i the pat hadn't 3" hap-
peneid te be ‘s he ‘s twas, bt the
{ mopnl sentiment o the e'munity was
rhiocked ut him trvin® to hawg ‘s much
s ey was into it an® Just nachully

thes wis e nstlatile shootin® il
v, shucks: ™

he too went outside,

“There, mate.” she crowed, “T hopo ol noment axe, Buat Mr, Monsarra!
that will hold von for n while” oithy fondled the door to his cellaretis
The Hivtle maska blanched, not save ovinely and lughed st “Jack's plays |
Just what she ol done, bat Me Lon- fuliess
dop wias the first to hop  jedsistinee Aod ek was plnsful. The set of
s bige howrt alospbtpitid pabtnent owilbully, willingly destroving o hand-
i ehild some plece of property scoms incongrn -

stufr,

The President thought otherwise—

"Tis really most exciting!
P, Villa made
Another raid—

He is so fond of fighting.

The Emperor of Austria
Began his day of power;

- e

satd Mr. Bladsdell, and | and presently they wore op

WEEK IN RHYME

Last year, when the committee ap-
pointed by Congress Lo investigate the
sugir conditions in the lslands was
belie entertivined, i@ was (o Jack Lon-

looked for first nld In showing the

fof the lslands, He had a free hand
Land was teid to stop at no length in
Lo way of entertainment. And ho
didn’t.

tut likey another master mind he
could save others from being denied
their wants, himself he could not save.
It wa= up at the Voleano House, the
! hotel that sits at the edes of Kilauea's
vrnter, Well, | was a hot day. And
the Congressmen, surely
lud heen thirsty., Jullan Monsarrat,
mangzer of the Kapapala ranch, felt
himselt suddenly pulled by the coat
taiis,

“1 sy, Jullan, the Seotch 1= all gone.

1o Wi Jap driver, who was guzing ot
the spewing sulphur beds,  “Just ook
upe Wang, he has the keya to the cel-
lavetie ' he sang out after the disap-
PEAring car,

A few woeeks later we were guests ut
the ranch,
story,

was not in =ight when the ranch house
wirs reached, and, of course, Mr. Lon-

. keys, The handsome
s ‘,\i was splintered, 1 think he must have

—
W

\

e Lo us, but 1o him it was simply a

By Dana Burnet
We trust his reign will prove to be
A gentle sort of shower,
Llovd George may take Sir Asquith's place;
They sayv he's quite ambitious—
Dame Fushion’s gown
Is going down—
And peace is still fictitious.

Rumania is in a state
Of nervous titillation :

The Serbs have won their cavitul,
And now they want a nation.

An heiress bought a ton of coal;
"Tis pleasant to be wealthy—
Ourselves may leage
A single piece—
And stocks are growing stealthy,

on  Molokal. |

hix eritieism Nad been most friendly

don that the Hawallan Promotion Club |

visitors the real charms and wonders .

to & man, !

Fir—la  there—any down at  your
riunch
csure!” And Mr, Monsarrat ealled

Me, Monsarrat told us the!

|
It =oeme Wing, the ©hinese butler,

don could not lose any time looking for |
kow wood door

IN HAWAI

good Joke on hig friend, We have to
take Into account his untamed nntyre,
He probably didn’t stop to reflect sy
his net, but It was at onee his intorpre.
tatlon of Hfe—a  rebelllon  ogalnsg
standards and jestablished order,

Along the Oakland waterfront tha
old salts will now be recounting pj .
ping tales of the “younk diredey))
London” who could drink any wmup
down ut the bar and knock any twa of
them down at once who hal (e
temerity to refuse him invitition 1,
“line up,” Yet it s difficult to 1hink of
such colossul strength am nxoriled (g
him,

For Mr. London was harely of quar.
age helght. True, his shoulders wory
a bit more thun medium broad, Lt hiy
chest was far from a full one.  Apd
then there wis u looseness iluit hiy
|frnme that kept down the FURRCSI0Y,
'of strength or physlcal prowess,
| He waa probably underfed us o log
| and hisenrly dissipation, which he e,
of without hesitation In his “John B
{leycorn,” which Ix Iargely  wutohio.
L geaphicnl—he hought beer Instesd of
peanuts—aceounts for his fallure to
out later, Then, too, no man or oy
who ships before the muast on w wing
Jammer or its equivalent in the gyia
of a deckhand Is going 1o huve 1ot
enough sleep, much less enough hard.
tnck, If they did, they'd get gy,
rancals, an old salt would tell you, 000
junfit for work,

Now, Mr. London may have Tived .
Litt his face nnd his fgure told in thels
'lines of deprivation and etruggle thy

the after years of plenty coull yat
ernse what the effort of making o4
L phase of life glve Ita seeret bl oo
him,

No doubt the reason Hawall by
pealed to him so Intenscly was luoy
hiere life was vietually withoot off |
ek on the ranel were e 1ty
dous hreeding problems s o
Iogleal mind had set ns his tawk o dos
on hig vast holdings in the Tmge
villey was belng toded out plapt
ing and cross breeding, bt
Hawail, which he wue bezinning
call hig real home, he warmed to 1)
snggestion of ease that oao! )
whispered.

To him the lull of the swishing
wins 0 new language, and the wiho!
the islands wpoke of o 1L
'falled to groasp, the jove roulls
found In a dolee fur nlente ex €ty
CUANL that beauty, all that weall
gave" wax here within  reach Yl
there was more still,

There was the Hiawalinn alaol
walian love, Not only
“pirit of love found o the hat
each man, womnn o wd  child
muldihinl or kamaalng, even thoos
s 1t nod apen areival find
winking Into hix oul

And Juck London carly birvat
out,

And they'll miss him in Haw o v
Cthey'll pay his memory respn et w \
memorinl service o the nativ
and wave high huge biod
kahilis on a staff back and forth ta
|lhl‘ recurrent bent of the anclent =onz
{of the native wallers,  And then 1w
Cwill follow storles of London, stor e
of his Kindness and atlention to s ores
of thele number, for his face and g
bling galt had become as fam:liar to
them as one of their Kind

Fishers by the sea, wilh spear 1«

P stoppe] their spear Inomblatr o
out “ulolins™ ta hils call from o po
boring erug;nfrrimes (n the same
wiE he weleomed by the widers o)) the

bl it ndght who flashed o L
attravt the finny weibe, Like ther
hie wore sandals with wooden hee!

Lo pleces 1o spare the buares fo

the coral pebibies o the shinliow »

From the native too e had lea
mannge o surfhoat ax skifutls

Kaninki, o thing
| strangely privileged few whin Yo
PErown up dn the “strange Soad

It was difficult to el Just wien M
London dld the quantity of w
that come from his pen, 1
muich In evidence in o
eliewhere In the fsoonmds t
hpedly ossilile
| the prolifte wrlter he wak Kiow
L' A novel of his, "Jerry,” o o«

innounced to hegln as g =~
of the magazines next o
Vinhied in Honoluda darly o o
it her (TS
UNHChel” cedel of about s
wis phaoat completed whien
Laondon for Ban i
Tuly of that yedar,

s (s Ty

to nssOctinie 1

o LG}

windliedd

| They returnml  ta
Tanuney  following, and
powered Jup samipon o

the outlying
way, Onie

islandes and o
recently - in ea
in fadt Pross  repor
il Mre London ol e
from thelr new love T
Laondom miaht Y press
hemian Club's annun]
Tinks

For years M. Lamdon 1
HUNng =pira and althens
to this  wmiegae
and vome feom ol ovaer
viattend It anound outin
pone. whose boongh was |

From thu
when the
tre” tikow )
when the

TR LB H

| wlong

Laww  Jinks,
oremnting «
weele  later,
Prishers in the High i
L who Mid the spirir of lusy
him played pranks apd poo !
on the utsospecting, 1T
freport sadid the Londons w
return to Honoluly after
ithe new your
How little
s hslids e store s
Mr
oW

weeptandce

' wits Lavnidon ‘s,

knows
iy in

owne

Lavdlon gave toe Mo

He spoke o |

VU Lgn

e D bt iy Wis o .

to his Willngness ta g
mune voate, o which by
reasonlng his unscasnne
lind todd was £4n0 Anil the
tor 860 o gquote, Tl | I
P aod there convinees
possesscd of o singulie s
I‘llll which will peviitt et
rfnl’ the oldest ittt
Anad Jundd it beoany paoasilily
il life Ly

Eis 1y
o ledsr one morty
of soul" s
| vy Known-—and aluo oy !

don In his Hawallan home. |

not G b,

You 1o Hawall there b fallen o
drawn by fow pliaces, 1o e ot
all the world  for Me Laed
travelled fur— as the preforred
Aoman of such unusaal elora!
nhilEy . Whnts Btevenson w
menik Laomdon wins to Flawai ol
Hawall is come more and n
| pubilie eye: it 4s more 1!
:I-mh. It will have those w)
Tafter who wonld sineg 1
t pradse. Hut the “alohn’
wiallon Is o fulthrul o
I|.u|\1|nn'p linat few stopjes wite |
"My Moaowntlan  Aloha,”

Famadon b the Dlawabinn = ol
and best,

>




